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Feared of her life at home she wished het tho.

And to the door, alas, as she did skip

(Th* heaven it would, los and eke her cfrgnr-s -was so)

At the threshold her sely foot did trip,

And ere she might recover it again

The traitor cat had caught her by the hip

And made her there against her will remain
That had forgotten her poor surety, and rest,
For seeming wealth wherein she thought to reign.

Alas, my Poynz, how men do seek the best
And find the worst, by error as they stray i
And no marvail, when sight is so opprest

And blind the guide.   Anon out of the way

Goeth guide and all in seeking quiet life.

O wretched minds 1 there is no gold that may

Grant that ye seek, no war, no peace, no strife.
No, no, although thy head were hoopt with gold,
Sergeant with maco, hawbert, sword, nor knife

Cannot repulse the care that follow should.
Each kind of life hath with him his disease:
Live in delight even as thy lust would,

And thou shalt find when lust doth most thee please

It irketh strait and by itself doth fade.

A smg.il thing it is that may thy mind appease*

None of ye all there is that is so mad
To seek grapes upon brambles or breers,
Nor none I trow that hath his wit so bad

To set his hay for conies over rivers,
Ne ye set not a drag net for an hare,
And yet the thing that most is your desire

Ye do misseek with more travail and care.
Make plain thine heart, that it be not knotted
With hope or dread, and see thy Vill be bare